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RIDDLES & LIES : Spirit Attachments & Hearing Spirit Voices (pt. 1) 

2/11/2019 

10:00pm 

Outside 

The snow and rain 
Is occasionally falling 
Inside my of my condo 
The voices 

Of these entity attachments 
Are continuously 
Raining down on me 
Saying pretty much 
The same old things 
Calling me 
“a piece of shit” 

Talking about Lucifer 
Then about aliens 
And I think I heard 
Some talk about UFOs 
Mixed in there 

It’s the complete assortment tonight 


But I’m doing alright 


I’ve got something 

Of a suit of armor 

After hearing them this long 

Their words 

Are empty to me 

Their words are hollow 

They float down 

Like the snow outside 

That melts away 

As soon as it hits the streets 

What these voices say to me 

Melts away 

Now if only 

These voices would melt away to 




These sprit attachments 

And their damn voices 

Got this one thing about me 

That they focus on a lot 

And I mean a lot 

I’d rather not say what it is 

“they” know what it is 

But they just hack on me 

And harp on me 

Heckle 

Harass 

Hiss 

Holler 

Just really drive it home 
In the evil sadistic way 
That they do 

They got that one focus point about me 

And they are relentless 

With trying to make 

A big deal out of it 

But I know it’s all bullshit 

I’ve been dealing with them 


For long enough 


Where I’ve caught on 

To a lot of their little mind games by now 

They want you to feel ashamed 

Beat down 

Defeated 

But you know 

At the end of the day 

That you shouldn’t care 

What a bunch 

Of malevolent voices 

Think or say anyway 

So I don’t 
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Every day 

I could kick myself 

For letting these voices in 

That’s how it all began 

When I experimented with EVP 

That’s the Electronic Voice Phenomenon 

For those that don’t know 

And if you don’t know 

It’s probably best to stay unknowing 

Not that I blame any kind of phenomenon 

It just is what it is 

But I just didn’t realize 

Who I was talking to back then 

And maybe 

Just some bad luck got mixed in 

I was talking to the voices 

Through recordings 

And I find it hard to believe now 

That I didn’t sense 

The danger back then 

But masterful deceivers these beings are 

And I never saw the danger coming 


At first they only said kind things 


But soon enough 
That would all change 
And then somehow 

These voices escaped from the recordings 

And psychic attacked my brain 

For weeks and weeks 

It was an audio blitzkrieg 

Paranormal psychosis 

I guess you could say 

As these voices went malicious 

And beat me down day after day 

I got thrown pretty far 

Down “The Rabbit Hole” 

So far that it took me quite awhile 

To climb back 

To where I could see 

The light of day again 

And whoever these spirits 

These entities 

These beings are 

I honestly couldn’t say 

They’ve told me countless stories 


Each one can sound convincing 


In its own way 

But there’s something to that 
Right there 
I’ve observed 

That these stories never stay the same 

They’re always changing 

Full of contradictions 

Until the trademark 

Of some real devious 

Bullshit artist appears 

And even tonight 

I hear these same voices 

Very faintly 

Very faintly in the background now 
Telling one of their same old stories 
But I don’t see a point 
In listening anymore 
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It’s well past midnight now 

I don’t even want to look at the clock 

As they’ve been doing a lot recently 

These spirit attachments have waited 

Until I got into bed 

And was trying to sleep 

Before they hit hard 

With the voices 

As I was trying to doze off 

The voices 

Kept coming at me 

I was hearing them 

Both external and internal 

It seems 

Like there’s quite a few of them 

Around here tonight 

It doesn’t mean a damn thing to them 

That I have to sleep 

That I have to be at work at nine 

Doesn’t mean a damn thing to them at all 

It’s well past midnight 

And they’re ramping up 

The sleep deprivation on me again 


It’s been a rough past few days with this 
It isn’t always this bad 
But sometimes 

They seem to get a little more motivated 
To cause me aggravation 
And they’ve got it down 
To a damn art form 
For them 

It’s like a war of attrition 
They try and wear you down 
Wear you down 
Wear you down 
Get you 

To where you’re exhausted 

Then they know 

The door is wide open 

And off its hinges 

It’s late 

I know it is 

But I’m still afraid 

To look at the clock 

Sometimes I just don’t want to know 


How late it is 


Sometimes 


It’s better for me 
Not to know 

So I’ll now try and get to sleep 
Once again 

And run the gauntlet of the voices 

Tonight 

“they” called 

Hitting me with the voices 
“suppressing fire” 

Sometimes 

Their warped sense of humor 
Really irks me 
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These voices keep telling me 
What religion to be a part of 
I know 

That they’re some kind of spirit and all 
I mean.in general terms 

(how could I know anything about them for certain?) 

But after dealing with them for awhile 

This does not make them 

A good source for advice 

Or information 

On anything 

At least not this bunch 

That I deal with 

They’ve told far too many lies 

For me to give credence 

To anything they say 

I don’t tell them what to believe 

But they’re all about 

Being intrusive 

And imposing 

So they have no such compunctions 
at least this bunch 


that I deal with 
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I’m not doing so bad 

So far tonight 

With ignoring 

These spirit attachments 

And their voices 

But I can tell 

That they’re still itching 

For a fight 

Last night 

They attacked pretty heavy 
As soon as I went to bed 
They kept doing that thing 
I call “the brain zap” 

Where they shout something 
Loud and real fast 
Inside of my head 


Right now 


They might be scheming something 
That they intend to pull off 
Later tonight 

There’s a good chance of this 
In fact 
I’d say 
It’s almost 
A damn certainty 
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These spirit attachments 
Almost had me believing 
One of their damn lies today 
And this goes against 
The strict code 
I’ve set for myself 
In dealing with them 
BELIEVE NOTHING! 

Don’t believe 

A damn word they say 

They’ve lied to me 

Too many times 

More times than I can count 

But trust me when I say this 

They can be damn good actors 

Damn good 

Award winning 

And today 

They almost had me 

Falling for one of their fables 

And they momentarily 

Had me feeling 


Sympathy for them 


But as usual 


When they get me on the hook 

They pull the rug out 

Right from under me 

They do it every time 

They take on different personas 

Different identities 

And apparently each one is fake 

They’re all fake 

And I really don’t know 

Who is underneath the mask 

Whenever I have tried to find out 

It’s always the same 

They pull the rug out from underneath 

So I don’t know who they are 

In any real way 

All I sense are fake personas 

The fake identities 

Maybe that’s all there is to them now 
I don’t say this to be harsh 
I’m sure they’ve got some kind of backstory 
Just like everyone else 


But I don’t know what it is 


For now everything is just lies 
This is why 

I try and stick to my strict code 
BELIEVE NOTHING! 

But every now and again 
They’ll cause me 
To really contemplate 
And that’s what I need 
To stamp out 
Since I’m dealing with 
Some great actors here 
From who knows where? 
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These spirit attachments 

(if that’s what I should call them) 

Begin many of their sentences with 

“we want you to.” 

This is very typical of them 
They’re always trying 
To be the puppet masters 
This probably goes back 
To all of their talk 
About being “superior life forms” 
When you call yourself 
“a superior life form” 

Numerous times a day 
On any given day 
It can go to your head 
Perhaps. 

It will inevitably inflate your ego 
One might even start to believe 
That they are puppet masters 
Pulling the strings 
Trying to rule 
Over people’s lives 


But this isn’t really the case 





But it’s still annoying as hell 

All this “we want you to.” 

From the “superior life forms” 
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February 6, 2019 

Was a very bad day for me 

Worst day in my dealings 

With these spirit attachments 

In quite a long time 

I had been stricken with insomnia 

For a few days prior 

And that’s all it took 

Being weakened and fatigued 

Of mind and body 

That’s all it took 


For these voices to launch 



One of their notorious 


Voices blitzkriegs 
They hit hard and fast 
In the early morning hours 
In the darkness 
Unable to sleep 
The voices began 
Shouting in my ears 
I was also feeling “them” 

Moving around on my body 

Everything they did was intentional 

It was planned in advance 

Timely executed 

Sadistically executed 

Voices were hitting me 

Like a typhoon 

That whole day 

Luckily for me 

This time around 

It only lasted one day 

I remember 

That in the beginning 


Of my attachment situation 


I went weeks 


Where every day 
Was as bad as this 
But after February 6 
Things went back 
To the more stabilized 
Surreal 

Paranormal level 
That it had been previously 
But now I’m painfully reminded 
That “they” 

Can still pull off 

A voices blitzkrieg 

If the conditions are right 

So I need to be mindful 

To not let the conditions be right 
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Another day 

Another night 

These voices 

Trying to provoke me 

Into a fight 

Telling me 

I’m a prisoner 

I’m Satan’s prisoner 

And that’s no way 

To start your night 

But they never show up in person 

To settle any score 

They just hurl voices at me 

From some astral plane (or such) 

That I cannot see 

Playing it safe for them 

But aggravating the hell out of me 

Big words 

Big talk 

They aggravate the hell out of me 
In my own home 

But where are they to settle the score? 


I think they don’t want 

To settle any score 

They just want 

To keep being sadist 

Hurling the voices at me 

From another world 

Settling the score 

Once and for all 

Would make too much sense 

And they’d much rather 

Do things 

The sadistic way 
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These spirits 
Demons 
Astral beings 

Who the hell really knows? 

Tried to wreck my sleep last night 

Speaking into my ears 

Speaking into my mind 

Like hitting me 

With a telepathic baseball bat 

Often waiting 

Until I’m half asleep 

And most vulnerable 

And that’s just like them 

It figures 
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I began to hear voices 
After I recorded for EVP 

Yes.that’s how it went down 

Some people I’ve told this to 
Didn’t take kindly to it 
But I’m sorry 

What am I supposed to tell you? 

I didn’t start hearing voices 
After walking into a tree 
Or drinking too much coffee 
Or smoking a lot of cigarettes 
If it was something like that 
I would like to think 
That I’d most likely know 
But with me 

I began hearing voices after recording EYP 
It’s that simple 
Though it’s not simple at all 
I recorded 

To see if I would capture voices 
Then after a fairly short while 
I began to hear voices 
And then...only a short time later 



I began to hear the voices 
Outside of the recordings 
I wish it went down another way 
But it didn’t 

That’s some of my backstory 
I just wanted 
To jot it down tonight 
While these voices speak 
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Recently 

These spirit attachment voices 

Have been calling me 

“a prisoner” quite a lot 

I don’t know if I’d go that far 

Maybe....to some degree 

But I can still do 

A lot of the things 

That I’ve always enjoyed doing 

It’s just that now 

I get aggravated 

At times 

By intrusive 

Damn annoying 

Spirit attachment voices 

But I don’t feel like a prisoner 

Not entirely 
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Yes.it’s Ouija Boards to 

Ouija Boards can also bring on the voices 

It’s not just EVP 

And Automatic Writing to 

I’ve seen that one 

Bring on the voices 

More than once 

And Spirit Boxes 

And trying to communicate 

With a pendulum 

Also opens doorways to the voices 

Seems that if you use such things 

To communicate with the unknown 

The unknown 

May answer you back 

The unknown may respond 

With voices 
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Harassing entity voices 
In my home 
A February night 
10:35pm 

Saying strange shit again 

This isn’t the first time 

There’s been so many times 

So many occasions 

Of hearing the strange shit 

Sometimes they’re cruel 

Sometimes they’re like audio-fascist sadist 

They serve 

An invisible empire 

Of sadism it seems 

I hate to be quick to judge 

But after all this time 

Of hearing their sadistic talk 

Let’s just say 

Their behavior 

Can make a bad impression 

And there they go now 

Letting the insults fly 


Across the room 


My room 
Not theirs 

They have no qualms 

About intrusion 

They just speak 

The strange shit 

Like it comes natural to them 
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They try to sting my night 

With their voices of venom 

They try to pierce my night 

My remnants of serenity 

With their voices daggers 

They pulled the old 

Trojan Horse deception on me 

Back when I was recording for EVP 

Now they try 

To fill my days and nights 

With audio intrusions 

And maybe 

They’re some kind 

Of astral vampires 

Or extra-dimensional aliens 

I’m not sure 

Not even close to being sure 

I’m only sure 

That they try 

To riddle my nights 

With their diatribes of abuse 

What I wouldn’t give 


To boot their asses 


To the streets 


2/2019 


It’s been another 

One of those damn nights 

Where I’m getting hit 

With spirit attachment induced insomnia 

As I was in bed 

Half-asleep 

It was as if 

They were hovering 

Only inches away from me 

The voices 

The voices 

Constant 

Strange sounding 

Sometimes non-human sounding 


Distorted sounding voices 


Chattering away non-stop 

Trying to provoke anger in me 

Trying to keep me awake all night 

They know 

As well as I do 

The more I lose sleep 

The more vulnerable I become 

And in the span 

Of about thirty minutes 

I heard them referring to themselves 

As “higher life forms” 

At least 500 times 
And tonight 

These voices were talking shit 
About all of humanity 
Talking about 

how we were “a puny species” 
real pleasant stuff to hear 
when I’m trying desperately 
to catch some shut eye 
trying desperately 
to get to sleep 


as quickly as possible 


because I have a job to get to 
in the morning 

but these “superior life forms” 
are trying 

to foul up my sleep routine again 

they don’t care 

they just don’t care 

they’re “superior life forms” 

they don’t need sleep 

only the “puny “ life form here does 

it’s some time after midnight now 

I don’t even want 

To look at the clock 

Because it might get me depressed 

These dimensional entities from somewhere 

Are having a sadistic voices party 

Of sleep deprivation 

Over here tonight 

And I’m the guest of honor 

I’ll take some extra sleep-aid 

But I’m not sure if it’s going to help 

When these voices get in close 


Only inches away 


It’s still very difficult 
To fall asleep 
And tonight 

Here goes another battle for sleep 
So many nights 
I’ve waged this same battle 
The war for sleep continues 
The voices are getting louder again 
I’ll give it another try 
I’ll try to run the gauntlet 
With voices coming at me 
From all sides 
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Tonight 

These entity voices 

Keep trying to provoke me 

I’m just minding my own business 

Reading a book 

And the voices 

Keep calling me 

“a piece of shit” 

And saying 

“we are disgusted by the human race” 

It’s one of those nights 

When they seem 

To prefer to act like assholes 

Other nights 

They just say weird stuff 

Though tonight 

They were saying 

Some weird stuff earlier 

They were saying something about how 

“this was their solar system” 

And they “were from an asteroid” 

And now they’re saying something about 


How I need an exorcism 


And they’re messing with my hearing again tonight 
The hearing in my right ear just went out 
For a moment 

And then there was some light ringing 
In my ears as well 
The ringing in my ears 
Is something I’ve been experiencing 
Since the very beginning of my oppression 
By these intrusive entities 
It comes and it goes 
It’ll happen 

And then it might not happen again for weeks 

I’ve been doing a fairly good job 

At ignoring these voices tonight 

But it’s getting later now 

I’m starting to get tired 

And that’s when they often get stronger 

I’m hearing the voices now 

Coming in over the background noise 

Of my heater 

But it’s February 

So I’m not shutting it off 


I’ll deal with it 


It’s all just 

The same old ball and chain by now 

They’re trying 

To provoke me again 

To cause me disturbances 

Disruptions 

They’re basically 

Doing what they normally do 

There they go 

Calling me “a piece of shit” 

These rude bastards 

This is my home 

That’s what pisses me off 

My home is my castle 

And they fill the place 

With their rude-ass babble 

And all the rest of their aggravating behavior 
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It’s another night 
In a row of nights 
Where these entities 
These beings 
These spirits 
(who really knows?) 

Are talking a lot of shit 

They’re mixing it up 

With a lot of cryptic talk as well 

About an hour ago 

They were back to their old story 

About how they’re extraterrestrials 

And they’re taking over the planet 

But then only about 20 minutes later 

They were saying 

That they were human spirits 

And within just the last few minutes 

They’ve been calling me 

“a piece of shit” again 

Got to love it 

Got to love their crazy ways 

But I couldn’t be more sarcastic here 


There’s nothing to love 


About any of it 

I’ve tried to reason with them 

But there’s no reasoning with “them” 

“we don’t give a shit” 

Is their usual reply 

So there you have it 

They don’t give a shit 

And I try not to give a shit either 

And I’ve gotten much better 

At not giving a shit 

But they still cause 

A disturbance around here quite often 

So sometimes 

It’s not quite so easy 

As just not giving a shit 

But I’m also unsure 

How much they adopt this outlook either 

Just how much 

Don’t they give a shit about? 

And what exactly 

Don’t they give a shit about? 

There’s just no figuring all of this out 


But all in all 


Things aren’t too bad 
Here tonight 
Sure I hear them at times 
And sure 

They’re insulting me and all 

But they’re just doing what they do 

Really being themselves here 

And that sounds like their problem right there 
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